KECOLLECTIONS  OF A PLAYER
have died. I had lost my hat and also iny bundle. I heard them on deck talking of letting go the tug. My feelings had undergone a complete revolution, andJI was far more anxious to get ashore than ever I had been to come on board. I succeeded in reaching the deck just as the tug was about to leave the ship. The captain, espying me as I was about to jump on board the tug, gave me a kick, shouting, "A stowaway!" I saw the ship with bent sails going rapidly down the Clyde, and I was glad to find our craft returning to port.
The tug, however, instead of going all the way back to Greenock, put in at a small port about twelve miles from there. I had to walk this distance to Greeuock, as I had lost my clothes and hat in the hold of the ship, and I had no money. I had eaten nothing since about six o'clock the evening before 5 and, to make matters worse, my brother Bob, who was to break the news of my departure at home, had told my father a fine story of having seen me on a beautiful ship, with other sailors, 28 so sick I thought I should 27ing his father's wicked 25                                the newspapers would often refer to us as
